The Laboucheres, I may remark, have no more to do with
this story than their friend in the fairy frock. But Mr Labouchere
increased the trouble of my mind; for he stood there for Re-
publican Radicalism, just as Mrs Labouchere, born Henrietta
Hodson, stood, very gracefully, for Dramatic Art, the penny-
an-hour basis being none the better for either.
Presently Cadenabbia fades in our wake, Mr Labouchere be-
coming indistinguishable five minutes before Mrs Labouchere,
who still waves her hand so artistically that the young lady in
the fairy frock seems quite awkward in comparison.
I am standing on the brink of a sort of hurricane deck, looking
down upon the impecunious or frugal mob on the main-deck.
Among them are the men who travel third-class because there
is no fourth. / travel first because there is no double first. Beside
me, watching the lake for artistic effects (as I guess; but perhaps
he guesses the same about me) is Cosmo Monkhouse, who is
soon after to have his obituary notices as a Civil Servant by
necessity, and by choice a loving student of the arts, and even
a bit of a poet. I like Monkhouse very well: he is, for the matter
of that, a more agreeable person than I look. Rather elderly is
Cosmo: sufficiently so, at any rate, for his way of life to have
stamped its mark on him. I wander into mental arithmetic, and
finally come out with a rough calculation that he works six
hours a day, and gets ten shillings an hour or thereabouts, allow-
ing for Sundays and holidays. He is, therefore, worth 120 Italian
laborers. He represents high-class criticism, my own game at
that time. I study his face as he looks straight ahead at the
horizon, where the cloud effects are. I find in his flesh an appear-
ance I have noticed in all the elderly men of my acquaintance
who have been in love with Art all their lives; who, proud and
happy to write about what great artists have done, make the
masterpieces of Art the touchstone to try all life by; and who
have even achieved some little piece of art work themselves
(usually a little poem or tale) which they would never have
produced if they had never known the work of their favorite
masters. It is a curious sunken look, as if the outermost inch
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